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on these works painted not much more than a hundred
years ago, we remember that much of the ritual of
existence that was not without its effect upon him,
perhaps, in spite of the dislike with which he seems to
have regarded it, has disappeared since his day.
A subtle brevity of wit enabled him to compose his
portraits, as it were, at a sitting; and so, though none of
his work is very perfect, though perhaps he was incapable
of perfectness, he has a profound strength and vitality
and passion that are very splendid, that sum up, as it
were, even with some magnificence, the old art of Spain,
' In Goya's grave ancient Spanish art lies buried,' said
Gautier.
Having forgone the consolations of the Catholic
Church, at least so far as was possible in his day, his
restlessness only increased. It is in all his work. Con-
sider that portrait, La Tirana. How suddenly she has
stopped to gaze at the painter, how, short is the interval
between one scene of stage passion and,the next! The
shadow on the paper in her hand will scarcely be still for
the throbbing of her pulses, the excitement of the delicate
nerves of the fingers.
It was perhaps in a failure to understand a world that
had ceased to be passionate about -anything that his
restlessness, his anarchy, lay. Spain was prostrate
beneath the bayonets of France.